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My piety
No longer mine, but thine
I submit all to thy holy feet
:d he genuflects.)
ttha: (Drawing the dagger out he plunges it into the king's iy; and the holy ash flew!)
My scroll at length!
Let the temples now chime
Let your elephants moan
Let your guards cry
I pity your city
Blood and Ash congealed
What blind piety!
ig: (collapsing)
Your habit is the very truth
Of the very being of the world,
your will is your end.
The way you end us all
The way by which you
Take us all
Into your abode (flestial.
Kitia, survelling, darts into room and is about to smite tthandthan.)
g: Tarry Dhatta! He is our own
He is my pain, my everything My Testament. Listen, Restrain,
Obstruct him not Escort him safely Through the gates. Your King spea....ks. Though low, high. To his woods May he return. His mien! his askesis! He is holy ash! scroll
